10c 



COWBOY STAR OF THE MOVIES 




SEPT.-OCT. 
ISSUI 



BLANKET 
f OF THE 

I NAVAJOS 

• 

ERIMES 
PONY EXPRESS 

THE MASKS OF 
MASSAERE BEND 












sw 



0- 

lA 



IRPTflin FUTURE -mun if Innnrrnui 



^ 



CASH 

PRIZES 

\ GIVEN 



DOHTVARE 

' «.S5 THE ■irSA^CT 
STDOY OF... 





vtiL 






m^- 




YWKf*L 


■ f^^ \ 




iLSv*- 




B , jfl 


ifeft 


\ > 


^^^msmmm 




i ^ 






\ ». V 


- Y : ^-M 


■.' - ■■■■ 



TIM HOLTS 

V^SfERN ALBUM 



ning , Rodeo P"^ 
Oklahoma • ■ • an , , 

U^forandebet ° 
erandEntry.The saddler 
fc Tim's powerful palo- 
mino, Lightning. 



nt 





5c/,. : 



w/fr, 



*rssJ ly *ttm 



r < 9 : * C V 



p/>e A; s 



oo. 



ffe *V c 



^/o/d 






o *0< 



Of 



/to*. 



(Continued on inside back cover) 

- Mr 




The little old , 

wPWAXf N ^ &LE FINS BBS WOVE AND WORKED HER DESIGNS OF DEATH INTO 
THE. NAVAJO BLANKETS THAT SHE MADE. AND IP A MAN'S NAME APPEARED ON 

HER PROPHETIC TAPESTRIES -THAT MAM DIED/ WHEN TIM HOLT SET OUT wmwl 
LOYAL COMRADE, CHITO. TO UNRAVEL THE MYSTERY OF THE ^VStIrIOUS DEATHS rtt 

LEARKEDTHAT HIS N4#E LED ALL THE REST ON - THE BLANKET 'OF THE NAVAJOS* 



RtfMNiSS DOE ALWAYS SAT AtONE, IN THE 
SHADOW OF THE PUEBLO. HER FINGERS 
'NEVER WEARIED AS- THEY SHIFTED THE 
HgpDLlS ANO THE 600-KtN - 



And as she wove a name into the warp 
and woof of the tapestry, the /kan who owned 

that name paid the price with his life 

mma. 
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There was ken trekt, whose name 

APPEAMP IN A fiU.A«K.gr ON MONDAY, 0» 
Hfff0/»£-SD*Y AFTERNOON, IN ttf£ : UTTt.fi 
COW TOWN OF US NEGAS — 






UHM THE DAY WHEN THE PEOPLE OP R60 VAttEY 

seeett-go, and came with ^lariats and pear ;tN 

THEiR HEARTS 




J RECKON YUH 
WON'T BE KILLJN' 
NO MORE FOLK* 
WITH TH6W 
BLANKETS OF 
Y0UR5 / 




RECKON VLJH NEED A 
LESSON IN HOT LEAD, 
STRANGER.' 




AS TIM MANHANDLES' THE 
GUNMAN FROM THE SADDLE, 
SUNLIGHT GUTTERS ON A DRAWN 
AS BEHIND HIM ,' 







THINGS AREN'T ^B WHY DON'T 
GQOD,TIM. A MAN VkK TH£V 
NAMED STARK.WHO ^\REFUS£ 

OWNS THE STIRRUP SPREAD, ) TO 
IS BLUING UP A LOT OF J SELL? 

LITTLE RANCHERS- 
AT STARVATION 
PRICED 



THE MEN HE BUVS FROM ^. WHAT ABOUT 
ARE ALL DEAD/ THEIR MOWS ) THAT INDIAN 

I HAVEN'T ANV WAV TO MAKE A r"' WOMAN, RUN N INS 
LIVING. THEVRE FORCED TO 

SELL TO SET MONEY TO 
EAT,' HAD A LOT OF 
DEATHS AROUND, LATELY/ 



SHE'S SUPPOSE 
TO HAVE THEr 
SECOND- 
OOE? WE SAVEP V SIGHT, - 
HER FROM HANGING i SHE CLAIMS 
ON OUR WAY Jr SHE CAN 
HERE. __^FORESEE DEATH. 
PERSONALLY, I a 
THINfc IT'S SO ^ 
MUCH HOSWASH.' 





YOU CREASED 

HIS HEAD, NICE 
SHOOTING/ 








MOST OF THE LITTLE RANCHERS 

here are indians, pilled with 
superstition. 0y drawing at- ■ 
tention to those 6lanktets. < 
and Away prom the fact that 
he was acquiring propertv for 
a song, me liter allv got ^ 
awav with murder/ j 



¥VM 



LIKE HE WILL 
SEND MEN TO 
KEEL YOU, 

HAH? YOUR 

NAME WAS ON 

.THAT LAST 6LANKET,' 



^EXACTLY/ THAT'5 WHY WE'RE GOING ^ 
TO PAY A VISIT TO STARK'S RANCH, IF HE 
WANTS TO KILL ME, I'LL GIVE HIM ALL 
(E CHANCE IN THE WORLD/ 




_s_^. 



TWJ HOURS LATER, IN 
THE ST18RUP RAICH 
UVIH6 ROOM ' 

'WELL, I'LL BE---.' 

AIN'T THAT TIM HOLT 




Tim's well-trained palomino, lightning, 
rolls over anp plays dead. just as a 
rifle roars prom the ranch house/ 

«" NOT TOO 

SOON , El TH ER / : %V*!^ *' / 




Working with feverish 
haste, tim amd chito 
make desperate 

PREPARATIONS 



OCR ONLY 

HOPE IS TO 

FW TWO 

DUMMIES 




Accurate shooting -to go with the 
5u0deness of the suppose attack - 
carries the pay.' 




JUST WANTEP TO SHOW VOL* THIS, STARK. 

MAYBE THAT WOMAN YOV HAD MURDERED DIDN'T 

HAVE SECOND-SIGHT— BUT IT'S MIGHTV 

FUNNY THAT THE REVERSE SIDE OF HER 

LAST BLANKET-— HAS YOUR NAME 

ON IT—-/ 





THAT'S TM£ £AM£ 

T////S&4G AM&CS///A/& 
A Pjf/?£OM P'LSA/TY OP T//£ 
S//GTOXY OP T//£ WEST /£ W//.L. 
OP ^//OOT/A/SS^ AA/£> A £. OT O/: 

T/S£M yv&z?/? £>0/Y£ P&OA1 ££/////£> 
<A A\££Oi>J/r£ BOS// &/? PjfOM A 

S T/ZA T£&/C /W£& , A ... 




question*? Write to; Th« Editor, Magazine Enterprise*, Inc., 11 Park Place. New York 
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The three stone markers 
that bordered the bosque rio 
ranch looked like human faces, 
gaunt and grim, they brooded 

OVER A RANGE THAT WAS LAD6N 
WITH TROUBLE FOR ITS OWNER. 

AND WHEN TIM HOLT AND HIS 
COMPANION CH(TO PACE THEIR 
MOUNTS ACROSS THE GRASSLANDS 
OF THE BOSQUE RIO, THEY PLUNGE 
HEADLONG INTO FLAMING GUNS 
AND CATTLE-RUSTLERS WHO WORK 
UNDER THE SPELL OF 

"THE MASKS OF MASSACRE 6ENDJ" 



/HOW IS EVERYTHING 
AT THE RANCK, JED '. 



At THE SWEETWATER RAILROAD 
STATION, AW3IBEU6 PETERS PUTS 
FOOT ON TEXAS SOIL FOR THE 
FIRST TIME IN TEN VEARS 



JUST FINE, 

>m$ A1ARI- 
BEllS! WE'RE 

ween 





^Vi£ GOTTA CHANGE 

OUR PLANS/ SHE'S 

HGOIN' TO RIDE 




I'LL AS 

'hightah 
'it on aheap 

WARN 



An HOUR AND A HALF LATER — 




"n/ RIDE PAST THE V VEAH, THEM * 
/A GAL, BOYS.' / VELLA COYOTES 




Crazed with fright, maddened ay POWDER- 
SMOKE AND THE CRACK OF SIX6UNS, THE PINTO 
GETS' THC PIT BETWEEN ITS TEETH, AND BOLTS---.' 



CHITO.' THAT GIRL 
DOWN THERE.' HER 
SADDLER IS 

-.BOLTING/ 




ON THE DEEP SLOPE OF A NEARBY ARROYO-.. 



i^SURE WE CAN/ LET'S GO, 
LIGHTNING/ IF YOU'VE EVER 
MOVED, MOVE NOW/ THAT 
LITTLE MISS OUT THERE 
NEEDS HELP/ 



THE MIGHTY PALOMINO STALLION SETTLES DOWN TO 
HIS RACING STRIDE/ HIS HOOVES DRUM THE EARTH/ 
GREAT MUSCLES RIPPLE AND BUNCH UNDER HIS GOLDEN 
HIDE. SLOWLY, FOOT BY FOOT AND YARD BY Y ARD, HE 
OVERTAKES THE PINTO.' 

^LEAN 




F. 



THAT DOES 



IT,' 



/&l 



mx 






A LITTLE LATER, TIM AND CHITO 
ESCORT THEIR NEW FRIEND 
ACROSS THE RANGE 



'MY PAPPY WAS CRAGGY PETERS. 
HE'S THE ONE WHO BUILT UP 4 
THE BOSQUE RIO RANCH. IT'S 
\THE LARGEST ONE IN THIS SECTION, 
I'VE COME ON FROM THE EAST 
TO OPERATE IT SINCE 
DACWDfUD — 



'Js^S 



J^ANP THOSE ARE THE MASK 
THREE STONE 0OUMPARY MARKERS 
PAPPY PUT THEM UP THERE, 




JZ 



HERE ARE V; 
/SOME MORE--. 
'WHY, IS S0MBTHIM6 
WRONG? YOU'RE 

FROWNING/ 




THE DRIVE FIGURES DONT TALLY ** 
RIGHTLY, THEN, THERE'S NO RECORD 
.ON THE BRANDED STEERS. TWO 
fZOUNPUPS WITHOUT A CHECK, 
> DON'T LIKE THAT. A 5AV4RT 
' FOREMAN COULD MAKE HIMSELP 
A FORTUNE NOT KEEPING THE 
TALLY &OO KS PROPERLY/ 




yes.siR.' i* uKiiVG r i 
better and setter') O 



I WANT TO KS6P GUN- 
PLAY OUT OF TWI« - 
UT IP YOU G6NTS 
INSIST---/ 




For some days, tim and chito sleep and 
loaf under the sun. but at night they 
are out and riding 




X 



LET ME DROP ^NO, DON'T" WANT "V HOWSOMEUER, RECKON 
THEM, HANK, \ NOTHIN' TO HAPPEN I WE'LL TRAIL THOSE TWO 
I CAN'T MISS I TO MISS PETERS. AhOMBRES.' WON'T BREAK 
AT THISRANGE.'/IF WE CAN SCARE H6A \ NOBODY'S HEART IF ANY- W 

OFF OR DISCOURAGE HER,\ THING HAPPENS TO THE^T ALMOST DAWN, 

GOOD.' BUT I DON'T <r^- — r ^- r^P 

WANT ANYBODY IN HERE\ jHtevMl/ 1 ' 
AS EXECUTOR OF \ mk m ^ HiY 

HER WILL/ 



Unsuspecting, tim amp chito 
canter back to thelr camp 
at the stone masks 






LIKE A TAUT SPRING, 
TIM LEAPS UP AND SIDE- 
WAYS ,' HIS HANDS FLASH 
DOWN WITH THE SPEED 
OP LI6HTNSN&.' His 
6UNS SPORT REP FLAMS 
AND HOT LEAD i 




IT'S THE BOSQUE RIO J I AM ^ 
BUNCH, AFTER r^FOR LIKE 
OUR SCALPS/ /MY HAIR -4 
TOO MUCH 
TO e-LST 
THEM TAKE 




THE ACCURATE RIFLE- AND SIX6UN-SHOOTJN© 
OF THE TfZl66eR TWINS 0LASTS DOWN MAN 
AFTER MAN / 



CANT SHOOT PAST \ YOU SAID IT 
THEM STONE MASKS/ } LET'S VAMOOSE' 
AND THOSE RANNIES / WE CAN COME 
ARE CRACK SHOTS.' /BACK AN' GET 

'EM ANOTHER 
TIME ! 





THE EYES )N THIS MASK 

REVEAL THE RANCH, AND 
MASSACRE BEND/ MAYBE 
WE WILL COME BACK HERE. 
* IT'S PERFECT FOP, A LOOKOUT 
POST -TO SEE WHAT HAPPENS TO 

■THE PISAPPEARIK6 CATTLE/ 




THREE NIGHTS PASS, AND 
STILL THE RANGE IS QUIET, 
THEN, TOWARDS DAWN OF 
THE FOURTH PAY 



And loading them into 

n SCATS/" 




With taut, 

strong ropes, 
the eosaue Rio 

RfDERS PRAG 
THE CATTLE -LADEN 
BOATS UPRIVER- 





FOR HOURS, TIM RIDES ALONG THE BLUFFS 
OVB THE RIVER ---j j ? ^^ ^^ ^ 

:: ^ DODGE/ NO RU^TLERS.^ 

NO PUBLICITY- BUT THE 

CATTLE K££P DISAPPEARING, 

AND THE &05&VB RIO HANPS 

GET RICHER/ THEY PR06A&LV 

DOPED IT OUT WHEN 

AAARlBELLE'S DAD 




/ THEY'VE BUILT A FENCE 
A030S5. THAT DRAW TO PEN 
THE STEERS, HMMM, THEN 
THEY CAN COME GET THEM 
ANY TIME- PROBABLY GOT 
A GUARD POSTEP, 




OH -OH / I \ 

WA6 RIGHT' 

ABOUT THE < 

GUARD-/ ■ 




As THE RIFLEMAN STEPS FORWARD 
TOTAKE TIM'S GUNS ,■ TIM .RAISES 
ONE FOOT SLIGHTLY 



YOU HAVE A NICE 
'SET -UP. THINK YOD 
KEEP FOOLING 
PEOPLE FOREVER s 






As TRIGGER-FINGERS TIGHTEN 
AND TIM STARES AT LIFTED 
GUNS, A RIFLE CEACfcS ONCE .' 
TWICE / g* r O 



TfM CLEARS LEATHER 
WITH HIS COLTS,' HIS 
SIXGUNS BUCK AND 
ROAR.' 




Before the menacing guns of the posse, 
the remaining members of the bosque rio 

SPREAD ADMIT DEFEAT 




WE KNOW WHEN 
WE'VE HAD ENOUGH 



RECKON (T WAS A POOL PLAY, TRYIN>1 
TO TAKE OVER ORAGGY'S SPREAD/ 
WE WANTED TO SCARE /WISS PETERS * 
AWAY. MAY0E WE'D HAVE SUCCEEDED 
HADN'T &EEN FOR THIS HOLT 
HOMBRE-- 





BILLY JACKSON QUIVERED with ex- 
citement as he followed his Dad through 
the crowd outside the main gate of the 
Holt-Jennings-Lamarr Rodeo. Down on the 
dirt arena there were cowboys and cowgirls 
in bright, colorful costumes, Indians in head- 
dresses of scarlet and white feathers, big 
horses with ornate saddles and bridles. There 
was a stagecoach harnessed to six white stal- 
lions, and farther on a chuck-wagon ; and be- 
hind them, fences to keep in the rearing 
horses, and the big bulls. Billy gulped in ex- 
I citement as he glued his eyes to the thrilling 
i scene, letting his father pull him along by 
[ the hand. 

At last they found* their seats and sat 
back. In the next instant, as a cowboy wear- 
ing leather chaps and a double-breasted blue 
shirt with white foxtngs galloped past, Billy 
squirmed forward to the edge of his chair. 

"Golly," he said, his eyes shining, "This is 
really something! Look at those wild steers. 
Oooooh, boy! I wouldn't want to ride one of 
those!" 

"They're just part of the day's work to the 
performers," smiled his father. "But just the 
same, I wouldn't want any part of them my- 
self." 

"You know, Dad, I feel sorry for boys who 
lived before there were rodeos to go to." 

His father laughed, "You'd have to go back 
quite a few years — to 187.0, or thereabouts. 
That's when they started this rodeo business. 
Over seventy-five years ago! I understand that 
the big ranches began the thing when their 
roundups were over. They needed recreation 
for the cowhands and somebody dreamed up 
a series of contests, Each ranch entered its 
best riders and ropers — and the rodeo was 
born!" 

Down on the arena a cowboy leaped from 
the saddle, hands going toward the long, 
curving horns of a big bull. He landed with 
terrific impact, and his arms were twisting, 
turning the bull's head sideways. The bull 
took four running steps before its front legs 
\vent out from' under it and it crashed down 
on the arena. The cowboy leaped up and 
trotted away. 

Billy said, "Our teacher told me 'rodeo' is 
a Spanish word. Dad. It comes from their 
rodeer, and it means to round up cattle. That 
seems to tie in with what you just told me." 

"Yes, After the long, hot hours of cutting 
out cattle, of branding and separating the 
calves from the mothers, those cowboys were 
in need of fun, In those days there were no 
movies or radios or television! Life was 



mighty dull, I imagine. The cowboys really 
whooped it up when the roundup was over and 
it was time for the rodeo to begin." 

".When did the first real rodeo start? You 
know what I mean. The kind that wasn't held 
just at roundup time?" 

"The first organized rodeo was held in 
Texas, in 1883, From that first one until now, 
the rodeo has grown and grown, from a little 
colt to a great big horse. Why, hundreds of 
rodros are held in this country alone every 
year, all the way from little western towns to 
Madison Square Garden in New York. And 
talking about big horses — look at that one!" 

Down in the arena, two cowboys were pull- 
ing the blinds from a rearing stallion in the 
chute. A cowboy, lips tight and eyes grim, 
was clambering up the wooden log fence. He 
balanced himself lightly, then plummeted 
down into the saddle. His high-heeled cowboy 
boots fumbled for the box stirrups. 

And then the fence swung wide, and the 
wild stallion bounded out. His forefeet hit 
the ground with a titanic jar. The cowboy 
whipped around sideways, and his hat flew 
off. But his hand was high above his head and 
he jabbed his spurless bootheels into the 
horse's side. 

A piercing "Yipeeeeee!" left the rider's lips, 
just as the bronco swivelled and kicked high 
with rear feet. Then the horse humped its 
back and sprang stiff-legged. He landed with 
a crushing jar. The rider's head slammed for* 
ward. 

The horse went into a series of bucking 
motions, jumping and landing on rigid legs, 
hipping sidewise in midair, trying to fling 
its tenacious human rider from him. But the 
cowboy would not be dislodged. Again his 
wild "Yippeeeeee!" rang through the air. 

Billy gulped, crouched forward, staring. 
When the rider lasted out his ten seconds, 
slipped his feet from the stirrups and trotted 
off, Billy rose to his feet with the crowd and 
yelled. 

His father smiled down at him. "Seeing all 
this excitement, we lose track of the fact that 
this is big business, don't we, Billy?" 

Billy looked puzzled, but sank back to relax 
before the next event. He asked, "Big busi- 
ness?" in a questioning tone. 

"I'll say it is," laughed his Dad. "Why, 
nearly two thousand men and women derive 
their livelihood and income from the rodeos. 
All of them are top hands at riding, roping or 
bulldogging. They follow the rodeo circuits 
to earn prize money." 

"Boy, what a swell life!" 



"Well," aaid his father judiciously, pursing 
his lips, "if you consider all the hardships and 
injuries that happen to the best of the riders, 
maybe it isn't such a good life, Billy. Only 
two or three performers ever make fifteen 
thousand dollars or more. And remember this 
— the riders and bulldoggers and ropers have 
to pay their own hospital and medical ex- 
penses, out of their own pocket. I should 
imagine that a great deal of the performers 
actually operate at a loss throughout the year.' 1 

"Then why do they keep on riding wild 
horses and bulldogging steers?" 

"The thrill of it keeps them coming back, 
year in and year out. They get to live for the 
excitement, the roar of the crowds, the daily 
battle with strong animals. To a great many 
of them, that's food and drink right there. 
And of course, there's always the chance that 
some year they'll get the breaks and actually 
clean up." 

"Dad, you mentioned prize money. Is that 
the only way the cowboys get paid?" 
% "No, not exactly. The contestants, the men 
who enter the various contests, work for prize 
money. But the specialists, like the trick 
riders, always work under a contract. They 
are paid a salary," 

Down on the dirt arena, a stagecoach 
racing, swaying from side to side as the driver 
Hicked his supple bullwhip out across the 
backs of the six straining hoists Si 
Ciaaack! The great Concord coach lun 
and rumbled as it sped across the sand. 

Behind it came a stream of Indians, tiring 
war arrows that hit and stuck in the wooden 
coach, quivering and humming, 

"Golly!" yelled Billy, seated on the edge 
of his seat. "Look at that!" 

From another chute a band of -cowboys 
erupted at full gallop, firing their tixguns in 
the atr. Using blank cartridges, they gave a 
good sample of excitement as one by onr 
"shot" the Indians from their ponies. 

Gunpowder smokt and acrid cordite drifted 
up from the arena, giving a realistic touch to 
the display. 

"And now, for points toward the Grand 
Champion Cowboy Award — " 

Billy turned from the blaring loudspeaker 
to his father. He asked, "How does a cowboy 
get to be Grand Champion, Dad? I assume it's 
on points." 

"That's correct, Billy. Each cowboy is given 
a number of points for the events in which he 
appears. Say, at Fort Worth he takes a second. 
Then he wins a first at Cheyenne, And takes 
another first in Madison Square Garden. All 
of those points mount up. He has to be good 
at bronc-riding, roping,- steer-riding and calf- 
roping. He's really a champion when he gets 
through with those!" 

"I'll say he is. But who decide^ on what 
points he gets?" 



"The Rodeo Association of America. They 
conduct the rodeos and figure cut the prize 
money to be awarded. That all counts a certain 
number of points. I'd say they take in about 
five million dollars a year, out of which they 
award nearly a half million in prize monies. 

"Why, the rodeos even have a magazine 
called The Buckboard. A sort of trade maga- 
zine. The contestants and performers keep 
in touch with each other through its pages. 
Of course*, they are in contact with the doings 
of the Association at the same time." 

"Do rodeos have rules. Dad?" 

"You bet they do. Strict rules." 

"What are they? Seems to be it's all ex- 
citement and lots of bronco-busting and 
cowboys and Indians and bulldogging, but 
rules ... !" 

"Well, for instance— take that bronc rider 
down there at the chute now. He's going to 
try and ride that horse they've just cinched 
a saddle on. You and I will say that if he 
stays on him at all, he will have ridden him. 
Not the Association! A bionc rider must slay 
on a bucking bronco for ten full seconds in 
order to say he gave him 'a ride.' And he has 
to stay seated on a bull for eight seconds." 

"Jcepers, that isn't very long — but I betcha 
h : .i-!.'iri> like eight years when you're up there, 
. Dad?" 

"It certainly does, son. Big time rodeo eon- 
nits like Bob Crosby and Dick Griffith — 
both of them at one time or another Grand 
Champion Cowboys — have been injured lit- 
erally hundreds of times , . . and they've 
alv.-ays come back for more. That takes cold 
nerve and plenty of red, raw courage! To sit 
those ten or eight seconds in the saddle or 
on bare hide, always risking arms or legs or 
neck? — ! 

"Yes. Billy, it requires plenty of real 
bravery to be a mdeo contestant!" 

Down in the arena. ^ prriiy cowgirl waved 
her hat arid trotted off the dirt circle. Billy 
turned to his father and ar-ked, "Who was 

that girl. Dad?" 

His Dad told him, then added, "Those girl 
rodeo riders arc artists in the saddle, Billy. 
Some of them even invented new riding 
stunts such as the "back drag," where the rider 
hangs over the rear of the horse, with the 
head bobbing up and down and just about 
slim ping the dirt of the arena as the horse 
gallops !" 

"Boy, this certainly is exciting. I sure am 
glad I came. And thanks for telling me all 
about the rodeo. It makes me more interested 
in it, knowing what goes on behind the 
scenes." 

"Yes, Billy, it is exciting. And remember — 
the rodeo is just as American as hot dogs and. 
baseball. I guess that's why we all go for it, 
all out!'' 




On a lazv afternoon in slebpy 
gap, arizona -- 



^ RECKON THEY AIN'T 
SL££Py KIND «* EXPECTIN' NO GUN PLAT. 
OF TOWN, OWE/ \ AN ' THAT SL " TS Us P,NE ' 




SCLMI FOR TH6 ^( PONT MAKE . 
SKY, VUH HOIA&KBS,! } NO FOOL b/ WHA~? 

PLAY* 





AT THS HEAP Of A HASTILY FORMEP 
POSSE. TtM ANP CHJTO FOU0VV TH£ 
RACfNO peSPefiACOSS WTO THE 
ARROVOS ftgYCWP TOWN 



/THEY CAN'T BE PAR. J 
AHEAD. THEY DIDN'T^ TIM AN' I 
HAVE MUCH OP A j" TOOK AFTER 
HEAP START/ /-f THEM RIGHT AWAV 

QDEecK/ 



k 




V FREN TIM 
EE5 FOR WORRY 
Alt THE TIME. 
NOT CHITO! ME, 
t HAVE WAN GOO0- 
SWELL TIME, 




Sometime later -- -' 



/forget.' «**veEs wan > — , 

THREE SHOTSA TOUGH Y ALWAVS HE EES ESPOIL /YW ^ 



fon.' sayyy.' those horses 

SHE ARE LOOK PLENTY FAST,' 







All Ht&HT LONG, UNDER A D£SERT 
tftOON THAT MAKES EVERYTHING NEARIBf 
AS BRIGHT A& SUNUGHT, TIM TRAILS 
TWO HORSES' TRACKS 




* SHE'S GONNA CRUSH YUH TO A 
PULP, HOMBRE.' SLOWLY PAIN- 
FULLY.' MAY66 THIS'LL TEACH THEM 
RANCHERS NOT TO COMB POK1N 1 THElR 
NOSES AROUND/ 





THE ONLvT 
MISTAKE I i, 
A\AOE 






r CHfTO- WATCH 
L YOURSELF/ 




—— — — ■■■■■■—■ — — — ■ P II . ■ I — — ^^^^^^"^^M^ 

With the grsat pausmino, li&htnino* 
setting the pace, tlm and chito pmu. 

SLOWLY AW AV --- i_^^^ 1 1 i .i:.,.> i - i ■nri ii n i . 

hat 1 




JUST WHAT 
r WAS 
THINKING/ 









they've stopped Tone of them has ^ K, m. A *-^^ "V 7 THE i".^TI 

.SHOOTING/ Jiy DISMOUNT AN' ESS \ fw>MGGH . - J TH5 y SHOT 
LL — — ^ I REST HEES RlFLE ON ) W-r^-n — <\ pdln HE'S HIT B 




7lH EV SHOT HIM TO KEEP HIM J YOU SMRT 
FROM TALKING, CHITO. THAT ^MH,1\S\. AE 
MEANS THOSE SIDEWINDERS \SK5H-rKN0W 
HAVE AN ACHILLES' HEEL -AND I 

THINK I KNOW WHAT IT , "t, I 

IS." 



NOTHING FROM 



TWO HOURS 
LATER, BACK 

in steep* 

GAP- 
SHERIFF. WE'VE 
FOUND THE EXPLANATION OF THOSE 
ROB&ERlES i THERE'S A BOX CANYON 
SOME MILES OUT OP TOWN 
WHERE THERE'S A HERD OF 
FAST HORSES .. 



THE ROB-BE RS USE THOSE 
HORSES IN RELAVS- JUST AS THE] 
PONY EXPRESS USED RELAYS Of ' 
HORSES TO TRAVEL INCREDIBLE 
DISTANCES IN A SHORT 
TIME. THAT'S THE 
BANDITS SECRET/ 



Y>.l<e£ 



ksfl 



tejrij^S 




' RIGHT.' AN' HE ARRAN6EP WITH £0 WILSON 
THE TELEGRAPHER AT THE RAILROAD STATION 
TO SIGNAL US SOON'S HE GETS WORD 
*-i THAT THE PONY EXPRESS BANDfTS 
s — , STRUCK AGAIN.' 




OVT OXTO THE FLAT WA5 TS LANDS THE POSSE :M«S, 

f - THAT PI. AT BIT OF 1 
GROUND UP AHEAD 
WILL DO TO POST 
OUR LOOKOUT/ 




Grim- faced and tense, 
the man hunters wait--- 




LOOK i- 
SMOKE SIGNALS/. 



/V 



S w£'ll Pick up the 

RELAY HORSES AT 
FLATTOP MESA.' 




<? 






* - 







Some miles second, the trio op 
0admen whirl in their saddles in 

STUNNED A/rtAZEMENT/ 



Rpn^V IT'S TH' SHERIFF'S POSSE-' 
. s\r\Lf / (HOW IN TARNATION PIP 
* * / . THEV GBT OUT HERE 
SO FAST ? 






{& 



r 




OH, V£AH ? 
LOOK- THE POSSE 
IS CHANGIN' MOUNTS h 

roof 




WITH RlPLE ROARING AND TH£lR 
MObfiTS' HOOVES POUNDING TIM 
ANP CH I TO LEAD THE VAN Of THE 
■ CWCOM ( N<5 PG SSE J 




Here's a good shot of Tim 
and Lightning, on location 
for RKO Radio's exciting 
western, "The Arizona Ran- 
ger." The next Tim Holt 
movies, "Guns of Hate" 
and "Indian Agent," should 
be playing your local thea- 
tres very soon. 




' slips 

VH 

-■ 








Your fathers will remember 
the trim-looking man with 
the mustache in this snap- 
shot: he's Jack Holt, Tim's 
father — a long-time favor- 
ite of movie-goers. He's 
co-starred with Tim in "The 
Arizona Ranger," and it's 
the first time a father and 
son have been co-starred 
in pictures. 



•.,■* 




Precision 
ELECTRIC 
CLOCK 
is Accurate 
and Dependable 



Th* electric motor which power! thit clever time piece it the ouiet 
kind which raquirn no winding. There i, no hum to £«tarh ywr 
tleep. Jutt plug it into your electric locket and watch the multi- 
colored spinning dim whirl away the paui 



colored ipinninf aiic wnirt ™ij «i» £.25 . il A1 

You'H Love Every Feature Of This Hew Clock 



AMERICA'S OUTSTANDING 
ELECTRIC CLOCK VALUE! 

Watch the Rainbow Colored Whirling Disc 
Spin Round and Round as Time Marches Onl 

Think of the fun and satisfaction that can now 
be yours with this Swiss Chalet Electric 
Whirling Clock. This new ornamental clock 
with its colorful and intricate Swiss design, its 
beautiful molded plastic case and its precision 
electric movement, will add charm and beauty 
to any room. Your family and friends will be 
positively delighted with the striking colors of 
the painted Alpine Scene which adorns the 
clear-view, easily read dial of the clock. Made 
to represent a world renowned Swiss 
Chalet this lovely clock is unquestionably 
the most beautiful, the most original and 
the most useful electric clock ever to be 
offered for the sensational low price of 
J3.69 or two for $6.95. All the quaint styl- 
ing of famed Swiss Craftsmen is faithfully 
reproduced in this beautiful chalet replica, 
from the rustic colored shingles on the 
roof and the artistic chimney to the lat- 
ticed windows and mounted deer's head. 
Even the native bird and the quaint peas- 
ant clothes of the boy and girl are all 
accurately reproduced. This Swiss Chalet Pre- 
cision Electric Whirling Clock is made so it 
can either hang on wall or stand on table. 
Measures full 6% inches high. It's uncondi- 
tionally guaranteed to. satisfy and to perform 
faithfully and accurately. 
Bent be disappointed! Be n't past up thit buy of ■ lifetime and 
be lorrVafte'Srard.. Ruth your order for one or more Sw.tt Chalet 
Electric Clock* today white the tupply it ttill available, Fir.t 
com" firtttervW. Jutt mail your order on Mi* handy coupon below. 



^?§v Colorful 
m-ZmiS Whirling 

vv^il Disc 
V| Br Revolves 

>!^bW^ Continuously 


_ - Native Bird 
*&&*$> Adds a 
^■ijr Quaint 
M Decorative 
1y Touch 


Jfc Realistic-looking 
\M Beautifully Colored 
#H> Pot of Floviers 
4gg* Adorns Each Side 
of Chalet 


^ y!T Ornamental 
^V J& DBers 

^gSwer Head 

^fijvjp Is Mounted 
\|7 Over Clock Dial 



$tm> m MONty—RusH wis coopow 
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I Illinois merchandise mart, deft. . 

I 1117 Vtyoto Ave., Cliicooo K, lllirwit 

I n ftuilt n> II* nn. Swiii ehul.t Eltcttlt Wtlrllm ei««. 1 will pur nt »«M* 
I U nl> lit) plm Ift F«d«r«l»t.s mi C.O.D. p«ug> .h«m « «ri«l •ilh 
' n. iiid'nnnAItt tint I nun *• dellihlHl In «lr> My t I tin Mm 1*. il«t | 
, *I|M> 10 im Itr ™t«<. ..... I 

1 n >>M «< 1 Sarin Chalet Elitlrle CleiVi lor 1»« ipettal prtca •' Ml) U.m mi . 
i L-f M* F«d«f«l Tin and CO.D. •■■tall •hvin. 



I 



ADDRESS. 



STATE 

vntpt (■ idnnn b •»<• tMHlw 



CITY 

□ CttlMM » Ml pijannt in ad«*n« t. mm iMpplm ^---r- 
«J«l. * B.M Hta pirn IK FataraJ t» (M-41) tr t». «•«" "» »■» l™» 
JOK, Fatwal Iti <»M). 



I 



